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day and one more night together. Then, next morning, we
said good-bye and I came away. It was time. I was be-
ginning to hate him. Until then I hadn't. I don't now. But
that morning ..."
"But however the war goes," Lewis said, "the wounds
will heal."
She looked him in the face. "It's not the war only," she
answered.
In the long silence that fell between them, Lewis began
to see the husband whom she feared, whom she scarcely
knew, whom she respected but could not love. She had
spoken of him as of one who belonged already to the past,
but in both their minds he was present now—"a dream,"
Lewis repeated to himself, "that by some cruel freak will
become a reality." But if he should be killed? And meeting
Julie's eyes he knew that the thought of death had been
shared by her, for she was stricken now as she had not
been by all her memories.
"Lewis," she said, "will you do something for me? Will
you let me play to you?"
"Now?"
"Yes, now. I can't go down and wander about the
Castle alone. Come up and let me play. The walls and
the doors are so thick that no one will hear or disturb us."
With a key that stood in the lock she opened the second
doer of the library—the door of which van Leyden had
said that it was no longer used—and, passing through with
Lewis, closed it behind her. The staircase on which they
found themselves was almost dark, but through a slit in
the wall, itself hidden from them by the interior masonry,
i weak light entered—enough, when their eyes had become
accustomed to the gloom, to reveal, in narrow triangles,
the form of steps spirally ascending. The air was dank and
chill, and the walls sweated. Each step, bhmted at the edge,
was scooped downward by the wear of innumerable feet.
"I should have brought a candle. Can you see?" Julie
whispered, with delight in her secret. Lewis struck a match

